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BELGRADE  BURLESQUE
I stood in a little pavilion in the Kalimegdan Park, in Belgrade,
and watched Count Ciano, the son-in-law of Mussolini and
incidentally the Foreign Minister of Italy, the man who had
acquired a reputation for military valour by bombing Abyssinians,
the man who, with his wife, Edda Mussolini, was regarded by the
diplomats as the mainspring of the stand~or*fall~with-Germany
group in Italy* Young, ruddy-cheeked, energetic, with an arti-
ficial strut and an artificial glower, as becomes the son-in-law of a
dictator and the representative of a successful Fascist state.
Prince Regent Paul and Milan Stoyadinovitch were there too.
They were all smiles and affability as they greeted Mussolini's
son-in-law. The little pavilion in the Kalimegdan Park, where
Ciano was to open an exhibition of Italian literature, was com-"
pletely cut off from the population of Belgrade by cordons of
police and gendarmes and plain-clothes men, and not one
Belgrader in ten thousand saw his country's honoured guest.
But within the little pavilion itself all was most bonhomous and
genial. Somebody had had a brilliantly original idea: a little girl
with a bouquet ('How sweet!') greeted Count Ciano and said a
piece in her childish lisp, and he in his deep and manly tones said
'Grazie5, and all the stern, we-are-the-men-who-count ministers
and officials standing round broke into friendly mankind-loving
smiles, and Count Ciano transferred the flowers to one of his body-
guard, and the Fascist babies, of both sexes, saluted and
hailed him, and Prince Paul and Milan Stoyadinovitch accom-
panied him into the hall to open the exhibition.
A few yards away from the pavilion, in the same Kalimegdan
Park, was another building, and in this you could see the motor
car, an ancient and unprepossessing vehicle, in which King
Alexander of Yugoslavia was murdered at Marseilles just four
years earlier. Normally used, before that time, for bringing the
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